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Dear mouse friends. 
Welcome to the world of 
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Geronimo Stilton 

A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The RodenTs Gazette 





Thea Stilton 

Geronimo’s sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodent*s Gazette 





Trap Stilton 

An awful joker; 
Geronimo’s cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 


Benjamin Stilton 

A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old 
mouse; Geronimo's 
favorite nephew 
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fHE HUNT FOR THE 
COLOSSEUM GHOST 










A Strange, 
Cheese-Colored 
Envelope . . . 


I had just arrived at my office for the day when 
my assistant, Mousella Mac Moosep, dumped a 
fflUlQQ pile of mail on my desk. 
















A Strange, Cheese- 



Colored Envelope ... 


Oh, rm sorry! I forgot to introduce myself. My 
name is Stilton, and I 

am the publisher of The Rodent's Gazette, the 
most famouse newspaper on Mouse Island. 

As I was saying, I had a lot of mail: one envelope 
contained a contract to sign, another held a 

by a promising new writer, and 
one was a postcard my aunt Sweetfur had sent 
from her vacation on Furflung Island. There were 
also bills to pay: the office’s gas bill, a bill from 
my architect friend Mousilina Straightedge (she 
had recently installed SOlOP pOPiOlS on my 
house), and a bill from the mechanic who had 
just fixed my car. Finally, there was a purp£&, 

fierfjiimed emeiopey. 


Squeak! I immediately recognized the scent: 
it was Ratell Nq. 3, my friend Creepella von 
Cacklefur’s favorite perfume! 

One thing you should know is that Creepella 
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A Strange, Cheese- 


Colored Envelope ... 




tells everyone she is my girlfriend! , but it’s 
not true. We’re just friends, rodent’s honor! I 
the envelope: 



^cpr^kins, next week is onn V 
annivepsan^t X have planned a 
cheese stew dinner at Caekletnp Castle 
with the whole family. Don’t (op^ett 

-‘youp beloved Creepella 




“What al1lliV6rS0ry - I squeaked 
aloud, “We aren’t even dating!” 

Crusty kitty litter, a dinner at 
Cacklefur Castle with the whole 
family? X Sl'av>d 
SttVM! And Creepella’s family can 
be incredibly ... well, creepy! 
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A Strange, Cheese- 


J Colored Envelope ... 



I was about to call Creepella to let her know 
once and for all that I only like her as a friend. 
I also planned to tell her I couldn’t attend an 
QnnW6[PSG[P|^'' [pG[P‘i“y with her entire 
family. But then I caught sight of an official¬ 
looking yellow letter in the stack of mail. . . 

What a strange, cheese-coiored 

envelope! 

I opened it immediately and almost jumped out 
of my fur in surprise. 

Hoiiev cheese, it was a letter from the 

principal at my little nephew Benjamin’s school! 
I remembered Mr. Strictfur well; he had been my 
teacher long ago. 

For a moment, I took a trip down nteiTTlory lOTIC: 
Mr. Strictfur had been my history teacher at Little 
Tails Academy. My fellow students and I were 
always so n6rV0US whenever there was a quiz; 
it’s no coincidence that his name is stpictfup! 
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lilOe Wl* Aetaemy 
New Mou»e CSIy 


Qear Mir. ^tilton, 

1 am U3riting to 

Benjamin Stilton ^ ®g,ade is especially 
UP this ^emesten recently 

problematic, lo fQ ’ k 0 ijjas not 

Quizzed him on anc-ent Wme a"d 

ahie to ansuier a sing e 

me Knou. young mouseiet, 

'the end of the school year- 
'l^est regards, 

y^tuady’tftktfu^ 


principal 









A Strange, Cheese- 



Colored Envelope ... 


He was one of the toughest teachers in the 
school, but years later, I understand that it was 
because he cared about us. It’s thanks to him 
that I learned so many things about hlStOFY 
that have been useful in my job at The Rodent's 
Gazette. And now history was the very subject 
that seemed to be causing Benjamin the most 

trouble! 









Strictfur’s Amazing 
Memory 


I picked up my phone and 
called the principal. 

“Hello?” I squeaked. “Am I speaking to Mr. 
Stuart Strictfur?” 

“Stilton? Geronimo Stilton?” a D66p voice 
replied. “Is it really you? The OIOQ who 
always sat in the back of the class? The one who 
used to throw spitballs at the mouselet with 
'LPEfll BR® I PS who sat in the third 


desk on the right in the second row? The one 
who could never remember when was 

founded? The one I was about to hold back in 
fifth grade because he was always daydreaming 

instead of STUDYING? That Geronimo 
Stilton?” 
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Strictfur’s 



Amazing Memory 


I was fiabbergas+ed! 

thttst, what an excellent memory! 
He had me by my voice, 

and he had remembered everything about me, 
down to the mouselet I had a crush on . .. 

“Uh, yes, Mr. Strictfur, it’s me, 

I can’t believe you still 

remember me.” 

“Are you kidding, Stilton?” he replied with a 
chuckle. “Stuart Strictfur never forgets a 

SHOUT, a Tl^nri-C, or a 

Gulp! Was it possible he really remembered my 
terrible history grade? 
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Strictfur’s 



Amazing Memory 


“I remember perfectly well that you 
struggled with history until I got you to 
improve,” he continued. “Do you remember when 
I took the class to Rome on a eCWOOLTRlP? 
You started doing pretty well right after that. In 
fact, your history grade that year was an Al” 
“Yes, you’re right!” I agreed. “Thank you for 
taking me on that trip.” 

I recalled how much that visit had changed 
my outlook on history. Mr. Strictfur had helped 
me learn to love and 3pprecl0te the past. 
I could still recall him tearing up as he stood 
outside the CoioSSenin and told our class 
about its historical significance. 

“Gladiators fought in this arena, Romans sat on 
these steps, and most popular shows 

took place here,” Mr. Strictfur had squeaked 



“Close your eyes and pretend you’ve gone back 


in 










in time. Imagine you see the 
SC-HCXtOrS and the 6l7lp£Mfl/ 
surrounded by his trusted men. 
Now pretend you can smell the 
bread the Romans loved to 
eat, and pretend you can hear 
the cheering crowd. History 
isn’t dead — it’s alive, and 
it’s (FofeMKniQ&OS®! 
Studying history is 

just like traveling 
through time! ’’ 

From then on, history 
had become my favorite 
subject. 

Suddenly, I had a 

revelation. 

“Principal Strictfur, 

I was just calling to 



























Amazing Memory 


Strictfur’s 



let you know that you don’t have to WORRY 
about my nephew Benjamin’s history grade. I’m 
going to help him improve it by doing what you 
did with me years ago: 


taking him 
on a trip 


tfome!” 


Then I hung up the phone and called Benjamin 
right away. 

“Hi, Nephew!” I squeaked. “I know you’re 
having a hard time in school right now, but don’t 
worry. I’ll help you learn all about ancient Rome, 
and we’ll do it while having ftim We’ re going 
to ViSiT Rome together, and soon you’ll have 
a much easier time remembering all the most 
important historical events that happened there. 
Your cousin Trappy will join us, too. Pack your 
bags — we’re leaving in the morning!” 

The next day, the three of us were on our way to 







Strictfur’s 



Amazing Memory 


Rome. We boarded a special nonstop flight 


to Italy that included unlimited pizza throughout 
the entire trip. VUMi 




TrapPM'sEenjamin’S 

JJSwsgoodEnepd. 
§he looks a lot like Trap. 
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Italy is a country in 
south-central Europe 
that is shaped like a 
boot and has a long coastline 
on the Mediterranean Sea. 


The capital of Italy is Home, a city with more than 
2 800,000 residents. The earliest Roman settlements were 
built on seven hills. This busy city is full of monuments and 
archeological ruins, including the famous Colosseum, the 
Sistine Chapel, the Pantheon, and the Spanish Steps. 
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Rome may be a large, 
busy city, but it also has 
many parks and gardens 
where visitors can go to 
relax. Each park in Rome 
is named after the family 
that built it and used to 
live there. 




There are many palaces in 
Rome, including the Palazzo 
Chigi, the official home of 
the Prime Minister of Italy. 






































































Don’t You 
Recognize Me? 


As soon as we landed, we collected our luggage. 
While we were waiting for a taxi to take us to 
downtown Rome, I a triple¬ 

cheese pizza. We were in Italy, the home of pizza, 
and I couldn’t help myself! I was still €0+1119 
when a rodent with long, dark, wavy fur and 
dark eyes approached me. She was wearing a 

cheese-colored pantsuit, and she 

gave me a big hug. 

“Um, hello?” I squeaked. 

“Geronimo!” She gasped dramatically. “Don’t 
you 

I had no idea who she was! Also, the bite of 
pizza I had just was stuck in 

my throat. 





















Don’t You 


Recognize Me? 


“Uh, hmmmm ...” I replied. 

She giggled. 

“Come on, I’m Ratella Spywhiskers!” she said, 
winking at me. “You remember me now, don’t 
you? You haven’t one bit. Always 

stuffing yourself with plZZd, you foodie!” 

Then she 4AM/yi^^ejcL at me again. 

“Uh, no, sorry ...” I mumbled. 

“Ger, how could you forget me?” she squeaked, 
annoyed this time. “We were in the same class at 
New Mouse City High School. See, look at this 
picture.” 

She winked at me a third time and then waved 
a photo in front of my snout. It showed me 
and another mouse sitting at two desks, but the 
rodent in the photo looked nothing like hen 

She had written on the photo in red marker: 


Wake up! Pretend tjou recognize me, 
Special Agent 006! I am Special Agent 

- 1R - 







Don’t You 


Recognize Me? 


OCR! You have just been recruited for a 
verij secret mission in Rome! 


I should tell you that sometimes I work as a 
secret agent for the government of Mouse Island, 
and that my secret agent name is OOG. 

“Holey cheese!” I squeaked in reply. “Of course 

1 recognize you . . . er . . . Ratella! It’s 

been such a £ci/tg^time since I last saw you! 

“You just look so DIFFERENT than you did 
when we attended school together,” I babbled on. 

“I mean, of course you’re the same MOUSE . How 
could I forget you?” ^ 

Benjamin reached you / 

out to shake her 


“Pleased to meet you. 
Miss Spywhiskers,” he 
said sweetly. 

Trappy giggled. 












worn 



During my first mission as a secret 
agent for the government of Mouse 
Island. I worked with agents OOK and 
OOV to prevent the theft of the solid 
gold, diamond-studded Super Mouse 
Gup. The trophy is the prize for the 
annual champion of the Mouseport 
Golf Tournament. 




Then, when the scientist Dr. 
Wicked Whiskers threatened 
New Mouse City. I was sent 
on a space mission with 
agents OOK and OOV to 
uncover his evil plan, and we 
managed to protect Mouse 
Island once again! 







































Ndtne: Veronica von KicKpau) 

fpeclal Agent: oov 

profession: Secret agent for the 
government of Mouse Island 

Who she Is: Agent ooK’s sister 

Distinguishing MarKs: fhe always 
wears a mysterious, unique, and 





























Don’t You Recognize Me? 


“You were Uncle G’s classmate?” she asked, 
astonished. “WOW! How that 

we bumped into you here!” 

Ratella winked at me again. 

“Where are you staying, Geronimo?” she asked. 


“At the Three Tails Hotel,” l replied. 
“What a LilCKV coincidence!” she squeaked. 
“I’m staying there, too!” 

So we all shared a 


TAXI 


to the hotel. When 
we arrived a SHORT time later, we sat down to eat 
another mouserific pizza! 

While I was gobbling Up the last slice, my 
cell phone 



It was my grandfather, William Shortpaws. He’s 
the original founder of The Rodent’s Gazette, 
and he’s always keeping tabs on me. 

“Grandson!” he shouted into the phone. “What’s 
this I hear about you taking a trip to itaty? 
Thanks to my slacker atarn, I just knew you 
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Don’t You 


Recognize Me? 


weren’t working! &C+ bcXCK +0 +hc 

paper right au)ay!” 

“Well, Grandfather,” I tried to 
explain, “there’s a good reason 
why I’m here, and it involves 
. And as a publisher 
and editor, it’s good for me to 
travel and expose myself to 

new ideas and the latest 
news.” 

“New ideas? Latest news? 
Grandfather huffed. “Well, 
in my opinion, you’re just 
slacking off, as usual! 

And I’m sure you’re 

STUffTWG 

yourself with pizza, 
too!” 

Holey cheese. 



The slacker alarm 

is a very complicated alarm ^ 
system that Grandfather 
William invented. He mainly 
uses it to keep tabs on me 
and to let me know when he 
thinks Fm slacking off. 












Don’t You Recognize Me? 


how does Grandfather always know CXflC+IY 
what’s going on? I hung up the phone and picked 
up a newspaper so I would feel a little less 
guWtvj about being away from work. I glanced 
at the 

Chewy cheddar, what a 





SOiAeo«e vn^Tet) 

^ -fO v» 


'•••••••• 
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According to local sources, 

a mysterious rodent from 
Mouse Island wants to buy 

one of the most important and 

well-known monuments m the 
world: the Roman Colosseum. 

No one knows the identity of 

the mysterious rodent, w o 
arrived in Rome disguised m 
a large leopard-print hat, a 
leopard-print raincoat, and 

dark sunglasses. But thanks 

to this intrepid reporters ha 

work, here is an exclusive 
interview with her'. 


“Yes it’s true: I want to buy 

the Colosseum,” she told us 

“But I’m not interested in old, 

crumbling monuments. 1 plan to 

ear it down with a bulldoze »1 

can build a luxurious apartment 

building with a large parking 

• Uc nlace’ I love cement, 
garage m its place. 

don’t you? Good riddance to 

ancient, decrepit ruins'.” 







The Colosseum 
Ghost 


I headed to my hotel room 

immediately. There was a 

in the closet with a card 
inside it: 
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The Colosseum Ghost 


“A ghost is haunting the Colosseum!” I 
squeaked. How furraising. I looked back into the 
suitcase. It contained: 

A tourist ^UidG to ROITIG, including a 
city map with detailed information on secret 
passageways and other information useful to 
a special agent 

■ Night. Vision goggies 

^ A small metallic box containing one gray 
tablet that can create a thick smoke to shield 
me from my enemies 
^ SUpGP-StiCky ^lUG: stronger than 

concrete, stretchier than gum, and stickier 
than a thousand suction cups! 

(il A clothespin (I had no idea what it was 


A 


S 



for!) 

A PGCipG for secret-agent pizza 

A miniatuPG gladiator costuniG, 


complete with a thousand strange tools! 
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K/nWS 


> tourist 

mA? with peTAlL-tP 
JoRMATlOK ON St 
'p^^ewAVS P 

I^IPORMATION WS^' 
TO A SPtClAU A^tN 


KI^HT VISION ^O^^LES 


























THE SU|TC/\SE TURKEP INTO /\ 

TH/\m TO TWO STR/iPS 
ON THE /\NP THERE yV/\S 
ALSO AN umbrella kVITH AN 
INSTRUCTION MANUAL INSIDE- 




VACWU 
MiNlATURt 

. COSTWMttWR 


















This looks like a normal umbrella, 
but it’s not! 


of the 


igont 


0,1 


a) it TURKS INTO A L\6,WT 
AHV STURDY fOUR-SBAT 
HOT-AIR 3ALL00H. 


Hot-air-balloon 

umbrella 


IT CAS LOCATB, DETECT, 
ASV CAPTURB ghosts! 


C) IT ^BSBRATBS A 
( P0\HBRBUB t\/[A6iHBT\C 
FIELD BOR UP TO BIVB 
AIISUTBS. 


Ghost-catcher 

umbrella 


Super-strong 







Umbrella with 
cables 





IT CAN SHOOT OUT A L0N<^, STRONi^ STEEL 
CABLE IVITH A HOOI^ AT THE END (HEV, 
you NE\/ER i^NOiV/). 


✓ 

IT CAN TURN INTO 
A \/BRy POyVERFUL 
FLASHLIGHT (IN CASE 
you END UP IN A CAVE). 


Flashlight 


umbrella 





F) IT CAN TURN INTO AN E/HERGFNCy 
RAFT IN CASE OF A SHIPiVREC</ 


G) IT CAN BE USED AS A 
SIMPLE HOOI^ (FOR HOT- 
SO-SIMPLE ESCAPES). 


h) it can E><TEND 

TELESCOPICALLy INTO A 
FAULTING POLE (FOR USE By OHO/ 
THE MOST ATHLETIC A^BHTQ). 


th: 

I 


I) IT CAN BE USED ,^S AN 
tm-K(fJNCi SBIELD FOR 
ANYrm^ AND E\/ERy'TitlK4' 





The Colosseum Ghost 


“Pole vault?” I mumbled to myself. “No wag — 
not for all the pizza in Rome. I am not an athletic 
mouse!” 

I used the two straps to turn the suitcase into 

a BACKPACK . Then I put the umbrella 

back in the bag and pulled it onto my shoulders. 
A second later, my cell phone rang: 




It was 


Ratella Spywhiskers. 

“Secret Agent OOG,” she squeaked, 
“come down to the main lobby 
immediately. Listen to 

my instructions very carefully: 
we are going to pretend to be 
regular tourists visiting the 
GOlOSSanro. We’ll try to take an 
official tour, but it won’t be easy. 


■^9 


/ 

/ 
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The Colosseum Ghost 


“Apparently a ghost has been SCARIMG 

tourists away for at least a week. Now come on 
down — ril wait for you here. By the way, this 
lUliSSiON is extremely dangerous. But you’re 
not scared, are you?” 

“N-no, no,” I stuttered. “Of 
course not!” 

But my whiskers were 

trembling 

with fear as I 

with 

Benjamin and Trappy, 
feeling very SnxioUS. 

Wh(j, oh uhg had I ever 
agreed to become a secret agent? 


re not 












A Scream at Sunset 



We had just enough time to grab a quick 

at the hotel before we 
hopped on a bus to start our tour of the city. 

The guide was pointing out the most 

interesting and well-known sites. 

“That’s the Roman Forum on our left, the center 

of ancient Roman public life. 

“Over there are the remains of the Dcimiid, 


























A Scream 


AT Sunset 



AuHecL, also called the ‘Golden House.’ The 
ornate palace had high gold ceilings decorated 
with stones and was the home of 

Emperor Nero. And to the right are the ruins of 
some ancient Roman bstViS, where everyone 
went daily to bathe, relax, and socialize. If you 
head in that direction, you’ll find the oldest 
Roman road, the Appian Way.” 

“Old roads? Ancient baths? Wow!” Benjamin 
squeaked with deliglit. “Can you tell me who 



G 


Che 























This is the Castel Sant*Angelo. > 

It was built by the emperor Hadrian 
as a mausoleum for his family, but 
was later used by different popes as 
a fortress and castle. > 


Here is the Trevi Fountain, 

one of the oldest water sources 
in Rome. It’s built mainly from 
travertine stone, one of the same 
materials used to construct the 
Colosseum. 


The Appian Way is considered 
the world’s first highway. It is the 
road that connects Rome to the 
city of Brindisi, which in ancient 
times was the most important port 
used to sail for Greece, the Middle 
East, and Asia. . 
















































Trajan’s Column was built to 
commemorate Emperor Trajan’s two 
victories over the Dacians, a civilization in 
modern-day Romania, in 101 and 106 CE. 


The Roman Forum was the 

central meeting place for all 
Roman citizens. It was the place 
where they discussed political, 
economic, and religious matters 


The Baths of Caracalla was 

one of the places ancient Romans 
could go daily to bathe, exercise, 
play, meet friends, and relax. It 
is still standing today, and many 
mosaics inside the building are 
partially visible. 


The Colosseum (also called the 
Flavian Amphitheater) is one of 
Rome’s most famous sites! 











































































A Scream 


AT Sunset 



built them and when? You were right. Uncle G — 

history is mouseriPic!” 

I smiled. My plan was luorking; Benjamin 
was becoming more interested in history! 

“Uncle G, look!” Trappy squeaked suddenly. 
She pointed to a very long leopard-print car that 
seemed to be following us. Hoio strange! 



It looked exactly like Madame No’s car. But 
what was she doing here in Rome? Before I 
could figure it out, we pulled up in front of the 
Colosseum. 






■’s 6°' 





















A Scream 






<\v>® 




When I got off the bus, I saw the 
leopard-print car with tinted windows again. 
It was parked right outside the Colosseum. 

Hou strange! 

“Ladies and gentlemice, our tour includes 
a VISIT to the Colosseum,” our guide 
explained. “But no one has been inside since 
last week. It’s said that a ghOSt IS haunting 
the ruins ...” _____ 

“Here are your UUjUKj!” the ticket 
agent squeaked desperately. 

“It’s completely safe,” the director of the 
Colosseum urged us kindly. “Please do COMC 
IN!” 

% 
















Distinguishing feature; Whenever 
you asK her a question, she win always 
answer with one word; “NO!” 


Her passion: Automatic gadgets, 
robots, and drones that she has 
custom-made. 


Madame No 


I Name: Madame No 

j Jobs CEO of EGO Corp 
1 (Enormouseiy Gigantic 
I OiT'fanlzation), a poujerfui 
I company with many 

-subsidiaries that handles 

a lot Of real-estate deals on 
Mouse Island. EGO Corp builds malls 
and sKyscrapers and owns airlines, 
newspapers, and TV stations. 













Her obsession: g’he is crazy about 
anything leopard print, from clothing 
to accessories to cars, ^he even owns 
a leopard-print limousine. 


Her slogan: “I always win, no matter 
what, and no matter how!” 

Her secret: Madame No is the trusted 
assistant to (v)r. Mystery, a sleazy 
rodent whose identity is unKnown, but 
whose dirty deals are polluting Mouse 
Island. 

Her dream: To become the richest 
and most powerful rodent on Mouse 
Island. 























































“\/\/OE TO RNy WOO’SE 
WHO QRRE5 COME iN, 
yOir'LL HRVE TO F*^CE 
THE GLRDiRTOR!" 





































































Ned and Earl 
Nosysnout 


Trappy and Benjamin looked up at me fearfully. 

“My whiskers are Uncle!” Trappy 

squeaked softly. 

“Anyone would be SCAR IP,” Ratella 

Spywhiskers whispered. “But not you, Secret 
Agent OOG, right?” 

My teeth were chattering in terror, but I tried to 
get ahold of myself. 

“O-of course n-n-not,” I Stamniereci. “Tm 

n-not S^SCAREP at a-all...” 

At that moment, I spied an arrogant-looking rat 
near the entrance to the Colosseum. I recognized 

him immediately: it was NeD NOSYSNOOT. a 

famouse reporter from Mouse Island! 

I didn’t know him personally, but I knew he 
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Nosysnout 


had a reputation for being BQDTPDGELQSS: he 
would do ANYTWNO to get an exclusive story! 
He recognized me, too. 

“Well, well,” he said with a smirk. “It’s 
(S^tilton, in the fur. What are you 

doing here?” 

I smiled. “That’s right, it’s me,” I replied. “I 
came to Rome to visit the 


“You can’t go inside the Colosseum!” he said 
with a dramatic gasp. “They say it’s haunted by a 

VERY DANREROIJS ghost! 








Ned and Earl 


Nosysnout 



Then he turned to his cameramouse, Earl 
(who is also his cousin). 

“But the two of us are planning to go inside 
anyway,” Ned boasted. “And when we come out, 
we’ll have the best story of the year .. . 

no, of the CENTURY!” 

“That’s right, Ned,” Earl replied with a sneer. 
Meanwhile, the director of the Colosseum tried 
to the tourists. 









Ned and Earl 


Nosysnout 



“There’s really nothing to be afraid of,” he 
insisted. “Please, you’re all welcome to go 
inside!” 

But no one else would go in. Instead, they 
clapped encouragingly for Ned and Earl. 

“You two are so BRAVE!” they shouted. 
“Way to go!” 

So the two of them boldly walked inside. 
About five minutes later, they came running out, 
squeaking at the tops of their lungs! 









Ned and Earl 


Nosysnout 


They looked as pale as 

“Well?” we asked them. “What did you see?” 
Ned took a deep BREATH. 

“It was a he stammered. “A r-real 

g-ghost. He was standing in the middle of the 
arena, dressed like a GlAlPlMTOR.He 
followed us around, waving a sword. He wanted 

to spear us like MOUSE KEBABS ! Yikes!” 

The tourists all quickly turned to leave. 

“A ghost?!” one shouted. “No way! Tm not 
going in there.” 

“It’s too another agreed. 

The director tried to get them to change their 
minds. 

“Come on,” he squeaked desperately. “The 
Colosseum is so mteReS^^HGi, and it’s of 

great historical value. 

But the tourists just shook their heads as they 
walked away. It was ca© ®SQ. 









Nosysnout 


The director stood alone in front of the 
amphitheater, at his whiskers. 

“Alas, this is it!” he cried mournfully. 
“Til be unemployed. Actually, Tm already 
UHGMPLOJJGP, because wants to visit 

the Colosseum anymore!” 

The ticket agent closed the ticket office. 

“Boss, I won’t come to work tomorrow,” she 


said 


as she walked away, mumbling to 


herself. “I haven’t sold a single ticket all week!” 












The Gladiator 
Ghost 


The director began to SOB. 

Ratella tried to comfort him. 

“Sir, please «Jsn’t werryi” she said 

confidently. “Geronimo is going to go inside and 
prove that there’s no (3DGQST? because ghosts 
aren’t real! Right, Stilton?” 

Me?! kv\( 2/? But Ratella was already 

pushing me toward the entrance. 

“Uh, I’ll do my boS-b,” I squeaked nervously. 
“But shouldn’t someone COiri6 With in6?” 

“Oh, no, you’ll be fine,” Ratella replied. “I’ll 
just wait here with Benjamin and Trappy.” 

“Good luck. Uncle!” Benjamin squeaked. 

I tried to even though my teeth were 

chattering with fear. How could I let down my 







The Gladiator 


Ghost 


sweet little nephew? 

“Be strong, Uncle G!” Trappy added. 

So I walked toward the entrance, my 
trembling like warm baked Brie. 

To calm myself, I kept repeating this mantra: 

“Ghosts are not real... Ghosts are 
not real... Ghosts are not real.. 
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The Gladiator 


Ghost 


When I walked in, it was absolutely silent. I 
admired the circular arena in the center of 
the Colosseum and the old ruined stands aii 
around me. Wow! 

Reassured, I took a few steps, pepeatiMG to 
myself: 

“GBosts are not real . . . Ghosts 
are not real... Ghosts are not—” 

Suddenly, an enormouse gladiator 


yoir 


\ 







Co/oe. 
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The Gladiator 


Ghost 


in front of me, armed with a sword and a shield, 
just like an ancient Rontan! 

He took a step toward me and I took off as 
quickly as the You have no idea how 

fast I can run when Tm being tftkS® by the ghost 
of a Roman gladiator! 

He ran with long strides, the ground beneath 
him with every pawstep he took. 

Somehow, I managed to outrun him! 






The Gladiator 


Ghost 


I sprinted out of the Colosseum and COLLAPSeD 
in a heap. 

Ratella Spywhiskers, Benjamin, Trappy, and the 
director of the Colosseum surrounded me. 
“Well?” Ratella asked hopefully. 

“T-there really is a g-ghost!” i 

squeaked between breaths. HEtP/ 

“I already know that, Geronimo!” Ratella 
replied with a huff. “Tell me SOlTlG^hin^ 
new!” 

Then she knelt next to me and whispered into 
my left ear: 












The Gladiator 


Ghost 


“Agent OOG, I demand you go back inside 
the Colosseum immediately, and this time, I want 


RESULTS 
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I Stammered in reply. 

“Do you think that two secret agents would 
have been assigned to this mission if it was going 
to be EA/Y Geronimo? Find out who he 
is and why he’s there!” she asked. “Remember, 
you can use SILL the tools inside the secret- 
agent suitcase. So get back in there 
understand?!” 

I excused myself for a moment and left Ratella 
with Benjamin and Trappy. Then I went over to a 
BENCH opposite the Colosseum. 

There, I C3LHLy went through all the tools 
in my suitcase. I saw a fnCiJ3L of Rome and a 







The Gladiator 


Ghost 


plastic bag printed with these instructions: 

Vacuum-packed Roman gladiator 
costume. Pull cord to open. 

Cautiously, I pulled the corj. A second 
































The Gladiator 


Ghost 


later, out pOppeJ the perfect gladiator 
costume, complete with a shield and a helmet. 
(It had all been vacuum-packed!) I rushed to put 

EVERYTHING 


on. 









Coconut Ice Cream 


I realized there were iWSTPUCTioWS on 
the back of the map: 

To access the secret entrance to the 
Colosseum, you must go to the ice cream cart 
in front of the Colosseum. The vendor will 
point out the secret passageway. Just say the 
phrase: ''Coconut ice cream with whipped 
cream, toasted almonds, and a cherry on 
top .'' Then stick out your tongue! 

I saw an right in 

front of me, so I followed the instructions. But 
instead of giving me ice cream and directions to a 
secret passageway, the vendor looked I* DSU |t0Cl . 

“How rudGV he squeaked. “Why are you 
sticking out your tongue at me?” 

I quickly realized there was mm ice cream 





Coconut 


Ice Cream 


cart in front of the 
Colosseum. I scampered 
over there and ordered 
again. This time when 
I stuck out my tongue, 
the vendor wlmked 
back and handed 
me an DGQ GBQ/HKl G0CGQ. I licked it and 
discovered a note in the whipped cream: 

Special Agent OOG: Take thirty steps to 
the right toward the newsstand opposite 
the Colosseum. Then take four steps to 
the left toward 
the crooked tree. 

Take ten steps 
forward toward the 
water fountain. Turn 
around and you will 
see a manhole cover. 
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Special Agentj OOG: 

TAKE THIRTY SI PS TO THE RIGHT 
toward the newsstand 
opposite the Colosseum. 
Then take FO OTERS TO THE- 
LEFT toward the crooked 
tree. TAKE TEN ^TEPS FORWARD 
toward the water fountain. 
TURjiARQUND and you will see 
a manhole cover. Lift it and 
CLIMB INCAREFUUY.bUtbe 
sure to PIN YOUR SNOUT SHUT 
With the clothespin first. 
























Coconut 


Ice Cream 



Lift it and climb in carefully, but be 
sure to pin your snout shut with the 
clothespin first. 

How strange! Why did I need to pin my 
snout shut with a clothespin? I had a feeling I 
was about to find out. So I CaRe^LLxf 
lifted the manhole cover and climbed in. As 
soon as it closed behind me, I understood why I 
was wearing a clothespin — even with it on, the 
was I had just walked into 

a sewen 
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A Secret Passageway 


It was really 


iQaia down in the sewer! I 
put on my VfSfOII goggles and walked 

carefully down a V 0 R Y NARROW sidewalk 
along a drain tunnel. 

The tunnel was filled with foaming, 

Stitilty, water. My whiskers 

trembled at the thought of falling in. Cheese and 
crackers, it was so disgusting! 

Every so often, I heard a loud 1}MZ12 and 
Strange metallic sounds: click, cldcii, click, 
cldcli. I pulled out my secret-agent umbrella 
and turned it to flashlight mode. 

Finally, I saw a fluorescent green sign on a wall 
that QIOWGCI in the dark. It read: Special 
Agent OOG, climb this ladder! 

I cautiously scampered up the slippery steps. 























A Secret 


Passageway 


being careful not to down. When I 

got to the top of the ladder, I found another 

MANHOLE COVEt^ I lifted it and 


climbed through to discover ... a room full of 

ENORMOUSE spiders! 

IVIolciy naozzia.i'ella.! What 
were these spiders doing there? There were so 








Passageway 


A Secret 


many of them, and they were HUCE ! They 
scampered around while glaring menacingly at 

me with their beady Ifttle eyes. 

I tried to run away, but I kept getting caught up 
in their webs . . . 

Somehow, I was able to brealf free from the 
webs. I scampered away as quickly as I could, 










me on the 

butt. 

“Ouchie!” I squeaked. 

I was able to ptill 

myself through m 

openih^RG 
I was saved! 


t \where 


spider followed 
"Help!” I cried. "I d( 

want to lose my Fur 

Ahead of me, I saw 
small opening in the 
wall. I 

tried to wiggle my body 
through it, but my tail got 

CAUGHT. Unfortunately, 

the spider took advantage 
of the opportunity and 






































A Secret 


Passageway 


was my secret-agent suitcase? Cracker crumbs, I 

had left it behind! What a NlGHTMABE! 


I reached back through the opening with my 
pats; and felt around for the suitcase, struggling 
to find it. 

A second later . . . D DG/iiD 


^1 
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Inside the 
Colosseum 


iVatt! What an adventure! I paused for a minute 
to catch my breath. When I turned around, I was 
in for another S’hOCii: Ratella Spywhiskers was 
standing right in front of me! 

Yikes!” I squeaked. “W-what are you doing 
here? I mean, how did you get in?” 

“I came in through another ©©CS*©"! 
passageway,” she whispered. “Fm a secret agent, 
too, remember? I decided to come HtU you. I 
figured you would NEVER make it without me. 
I brought Benjamin and Trappy along, but I didn’t 
tell them we’re secret agents.” 

At that moment, two familiar little snouts 
popped up behind her: it was Benjamin and 
Trappy! 







Inside the 


gr Colosseum 


“Hi, Uncte Gl” Benjamin said as he gave me 
a hug. 

“We came to help you find the 
Trappy squeaked. “Isn’t that OtSUAT? 

“But it’s too dangerous!” I replied, 

“Aw, please?” Benjamin said sweetly, a pleading 
look in his eyes. “It will be an a<lv«ntc)r«! 
I’m so glad I came to Rome with you. This is the 
greatest trip I’ve ever been on! 












Inside the 


w Colosseum 


“These 2ilCi0/lt ruins are so cool. You were 
right, Uncle G — history is fun!” 

Hearing those words reminded me that at 
least part of my mission in Rome had been a 
SVCCtSS history was really coming ofio/G 
for my nephew! 

“Of course you and Trappy can come along,” 
I said, giving in. “But stay close to us, and be 

carepuL! 

I told them about the spiders I had encountered. 
Then we looked around and discovered that 
we were on the lower level of the Colosseum. I 
explained to Benjamin and Trappy that the shows 
held there were often BRUTAL: gladiators, 
who were usually slaves or criminals, were made 
to fight against other gladiators and against 


As we explored the passageways underneath 
the Colosseum, I noticed ancient objects were 
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The Roman Colosseum was commissioned by Roman EmperorVespasian 
and took more than ten years to build. It was completed in 80 CE during 
the rule of Emperor Titus.The Colosseum held between 50,000 and 
75,000 spectators. Emperors and other important Roman officials held 
public events in the Colosseum that included fights between gladiators or 
between gladiators and wild animals, as well as chariot races and theatrical 
plays.The Colosseum could also be filled with water to stage sea battles 
(called naumachiae) during which the gladiators fought one another while 
aboard small ships. 

There were as many as fifteen different classes of gladiator. Each used 
different weapons and armor.These four were some of the most common: 


Mirmillone 

Wore a 
helmet with 
a fish symbol 
on it and 
carried a 
sword and 
shield. 


Thracian 

Wore a helmet 
with a wide 
brim that 
covered the 
[ face and head 
I and fought 
using a curved 
sword called a 


Retiarius 

Carried a trident, 
a dagger, and a 
weighted net 
^ and wore a 

large manica, or 
arm guard, that 
extended to the 
shoulder and left 
side of the chest. 


Secutor 

Carried 
a curved, 
rectangular 
shield and a 
sharp dagger 
I and wore a 
/ helmet with 
W%\ ^ small 

ill / \i 




















(S^:^ 0^^^ (S^^>^5) 0^^^^# 


<s^>?© 0^^^ (s^^0 0^N^ 0^>i§) 



The outer wall is 
decorated with 
statues. 


THE COLOSSEUM 


Large awning used 
to shield the sun 
and create shade 


There were originally 
eighty arched entrances 
on the ground level. 


The front seating 
area was reserved 
for the wealthiest 
citizens. 






































































































Rooms and tunnels 
below the Colosseum 
held gladiators and 
wild animals. 


utner passageways 
housed pulleys, elevators, 

< and equipment. 

\ _ ! _ > 


(SN^i;^% 
























































Inside the 


w Colosseum 


everywhere. There were old-fashioned WUllO and 
Osirass chariots as well as weapons hanging 
on the walls. But, oddly, the items looked UGH 
rather than thousands of years old. 


Suddenly, I heard voices /HOOTIATG 
It sounded exactly like a live audience 
CHEERING before a gladiator fight. 
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Inside the 



Colosseum 


What in the name of cheese was 
going on? 

Could Ratella, Benjamin, Trappy, and I 
have gone back in ti)VG to the tAPLV 
mi of the Colosseum? Had we somehow 
traveled not just to Rome, but to the time of the 

GLADIATORS, too?! 








My Poor Whiskers! 


OD 



We 


A moment later, we heard a 
scampered up a ladder and ended up in front of 
one of the eUtRanCeS to the arena. We 
quickly hid behind a thick wooden door. I opened 
it a crack and PeeKep inside the arena . . . 

Hcley cheese! What an incredible sight: 
the Colosseum’s stone StaNds were filled 
with thousands of ancient Romans! There were 
farmers, merchants, priests, soldiers, and Romans 
of all ages vai-bin^ for the fights to begin. 

Opposite us was the IntpBtisl Box, which 
is where the emperor and his trusted advisors sat. 
The emperor lifted a paw and the whole crowd 
GDGQQBQ0. Then a gladiator emerged from 
a side door and walked toward the center of 
the arena. 
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It was the gladiator 
ghost! 

We watched from behind the 
wooden door as he began to warm 
up by his sword 

back and forth. He was 
close to us! 
























ilTf 


My Poor | 


Whiskers! 


Suddenly, the gladiator ghost waved his 
sword so violently it grazed my helmet and 
SlMllllilRIlD OPP my whiskers! 

“Help!” I squeaked before I could stop myself. 






















My Poor 



Whiskers! 


“Holey cheese!” Ratella whispered. 
Stra/ig€. If he sheared off your whiskers, he 
can’t be a ghost. 6 TGdl §l6Cli6tOrl” 

Unfortunately for all of us, the gladiator heard 
my scream. He stopped warming up immediately 
and instead started CHASING me! As he 
gained on us, Ratella squeaked: “Quick, Stilton: 
use the suitcase!” 

I frantically rummaged through the suitcase, 
trying to come up with a plan. 

What could I use to stop a dangei'Quis 
gladiator? Ah, the glue! I took out a small packet 
of SupeR^Lue and spread it on the ground in a 
Sticlry iptiddlc. Luckily for me, the gladiator 
ghost got ^TUCK in it! 

But he just slipped off his FOOTWEAR and 
ran after us again! 

“Quick, Stilton!” Ratella squeaked again. “Use 
the suitcase!” 
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My Poor 



Whiskers! 


Of course! 

I rummaged through it 
again, and this time I 
took out the GRuy 

TABLET I tossed 




it to the ground, and 
a thick cloud of smoke 
formed, blocking us from the 
gladiator’s view. 

As we ran through the Colosseum, 
the crowd UKHUD at the 
gladiator encouragingly: 

"Get them! Get 
them! Get them!" 

I turned toward 
the Imperial Box 
and pleaded with 
the emperor for 

MERCY .“Excuse 














My Poor 


B 


Whiskers! 


me!” I squeaked. “Yoo-hoo, Mr. Emperor! We 
haven’t done anything Please tell 

that gladiator to stop chasing us!” 

But at that moment, Ratella grabbed me by my 
ear and me away. 

“If you really care for your fur, follow me!” she 
squeaked. 
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A Daring Escape 


Benjamin, Trappy, and I followed Ratella all the 
way to the TPQ[? [LQ\!1QD] of the Colosseum. 
We had nowhere else to run. We couldn’t go back 
DOWN because the gladiator ghost was sure to 
get us. But we couldn’t go any farther up because 
we were already at the top! 

Trappy and Benjamin looked very mmeA. 
“Uncle G, what are we going to do now?” 
Benjamin squeaked softly. 
flOLEV CHEESE, we were trapped! 

WHAT COULP WE PO? 


“We need a plan!” Ratella replied. “It looks like 
the gladiator ghost is determined to Sfei US! 
And he’s not the only one ...” 

“Look!” Benjamin shouted suddenly. “Over 
there!” 














a 

u 

aM%I *0 iif^ 



^ ^TQOOVm' 


■ w ■ » 

Wt, 


#<' /»-#%. 



A Daring 


Escape 


He pointed across the Colosseum and I gasped. 

Holey cheese! A bunch of ROMAN 
SOLDIERS were climbing up to the top of 
the Colosseum. They were heading right toward 
us! 

“I have an idea!” Ratella squeaked. She 
GRABBED the secret-agent umbrella and 
pressed the special button that turned it into a 
llf)aillll0>0)1?f)! We quickly climbed 
into the basket. Then we slowly floated 
down to the center of the arena, leaving 
the soldiers and the gladiator at the top of the 
Colosseum. 

yje were safe! 

Wait a minute... No, we weren’t! 

I realized there was a lion in the center of the 
arena. First it was pacing back and forth. When 
it noticed us it came closer, ORiOUIUNO at us 
with its jaws wide open. I BRAVELY faced 





















A Daring 



the lion, standing between it and Trappy and 
Benjamin to protect them. 

Twisted rattaits! I didn’t want 

to become lion food! 

Luckily, I opened my umbrella and pressed the 
emergency-shield button just in time! 
Phew!5AV0D BY A 

Still, the lion had raised its paw and was about 
to StPtIC0. 1 prepared for the collision, covering 
















A Daring 



my snout with my paws, but. . . 

NOTHING HAPPENED! 







OtHING<^ 


APPSNED! 










How Dare You, 
Stilton? 


I peeked out from behind the umbrella shield. 

What was going on? Why hadn’t the lion 

pO(j/lC€f| on me? Then I realized something — 
the lion was just a holographic projection! 

It wasn’t real! 


I looked around and discovered many beams of 
Osglslt shining toward the center of the arena. 
The light was coming from huge projectors that 
had been hidden in the Colosseum’s stands. 

None of it had been real... 

It ivas all an illusion! 

I ran toward the stands, which were CPQKtlQtl 
with cheering citizens. But as I got closer, I 
bumped into a GIAHT movie screen! 

nOLEV CHEESE, the entire Colosseum 








had been turned into a huge 3-D movie theater. 
Someone had even thought to add SPQGDflQi 
QDDQGTPS like bad smells so we would think 
we had traveled back in time! 

I turned back toward the CENTER of 
the arena. There was the GLKDiKTOR 
GHOST! He had made his way down from the 
top of the Colosseum. 

“I’m not AFRAID of you!” I squeaked boldly. 
“You’re not even 







How Dare You, 



Stilton? 


Then I ran straight toward him until 




Moldy mozzarella! I thought I could walk right 
through the projection of the gladiator, but I was 
wrong. The gladiator wasn’t a hologram — it 

was a KOBOT! 

S<I«ea,fe? OmcIi. tliat Jiart? 

I smashed into the robot so hard, it broke into 
pieces. 












How Dare You, 



Stilton? 


‘‘I am the Glad —” the robot CRiOAKED 
before it powered down completely and lay 
motionless on the ground like a mound of scrap 
metal. 

Suddenly, there was a shout from the Imperial 
Box. 

“How dare you, Stilton!" 








How Dare You, 



Stilton? 


I ran toward the image of the fake emperor, 
pulled the movie screen aside, and found myself 
in the middle of a secret room full of fTIBSSlVB 

supencompubens! 

It was UMD and CARL HO/Y/NOUT! 

And there was a gigtmfic screen above 
them displaying Madame No’s scowling snout. 

“You two are USELESS!” she squeaked at 
Ned and Earl. “You are one hundred percent 
incompetent!” 

Then she turned her gaze on me. 

“You may have III Oil this round, Stilton, but 
this isn’t over yet!” 

The screen went BLRCK Outside the 
Colosseum, I heard an engine revving up, followed 
by the sound of squealing tires. I had a feeling it 














How Dare You, 



Stilton? 


was Madame No in her leopard-print limousine, 
making a quick getaway! 

Ned and Earl glanced at each other in alapm. 
Then they, too, tried to run! 

I quickly open the secret-agent 

suitcase and spread some SUPERGLUE on the 
ground. The glue created a sticky puddle that 

51 IS sum] [Hill thugs. 

They weren’t going anywhere! 





























































































The Colosseum 
Ghost Hoax 



I called the police and 
quickly explained what 
had happened. I had a 
feeling they would be very 
interested in talking to Ned 
and Earl Nosysnout. 

But the director of the 
Colosseum was still very 

cos^flJsed. 

“I just don’t understand, 
squeaked as he stood there scratching his head. 

“How did that OLKOinTOR GHOST 


appear in the Colosseum?” 

“Well, I can’t be sure, but I think I have an 
idea,” I explained. “Madame No and the EGO 
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The Colosseum Ghost Hoax 

- laaafiMiwNiTO - 


Corp had a plan they wanted to make the 
Colosseum worthless so that they could buy it at 
a JOMf price. Then she could build a 

new real-estate development there! 

“But Madame No didn’t want anyone to know 
it was her. So she hired Ned and Earl Nosysnout 
to set everything up. They ftCILT the control 


And 


room and brought in the m 
since Ned Nosysnout is a famouse reporter, he 
wrote about the ghost in the newspaper so that 

tourists would be too SCARED to visit the 

Colosseum anymore! 

“Then Ned and Earl had to be sure everyone 
believed there really was a ghost. So they 
screened a 3-D movie all 

around the arena’s seating area. That way anyone 
standing in the middle of the arena would be 

GQCG\!/DIj!]GQD that it was all PC3L! Ned and 
Earl even added special effects, like 




sewer 
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The Colosseum 



Ghost Hoax 


smells! The gladiator ghost was actually one of 
Madame No’s ROEOTS, not a holographic 
projection.” 

The director nodded his head. A small crowd 
had gathered around him as well, and they were 
all ShO'ClICSGl at the incredible tale I had 
just told. 

“So, in other words,” I concluded dramatically, 
“none of this is RE AL !” 

Ratella raised her © y © Id s* O W S at me. 
Then she leaned over to whisper in my ear. 

“Agent OOG, you do realize this means the 
eNORMouie 5P?DeR5 you ran into in 
the sewer were FAKQ, too, right?” 

“Of course!” I squeaked, my fur turning 
with embarrassment. “I mean, everyone knows 
enormouse sewer spiders aren’t a REAL thing! 
They just looked so S^AI^Y’ I couldn’t help 
being frightened!” 








The Colosseum Ghost Hoax 


At that moment, police officers escorted Ned 
and Earl Nosysnout right past me. They looked 

DKBOQraS. 

“Stilton, why did you have to stick your 
whiskers where they didn’t belong?” Ned 
squeaked. 

“Yeah!” Earl added. “You should have minded 
your own business!” 

“That would have been 
iinpossi()U,” I squeaked 
right back. “Whenever 
there’s a MYSTBRV 
to be solved, an injustice 
to correct, or news to be 
shared, well, then readers 
of The Rodent's Gazette 
have a right to know! And 
that’s my job, or my name isn’t 
Stilton, 
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The Colosseum 



Ghost Hoax 


Then I called the newspaper. 

“Hello? It’s Geronimo,” I said. “I have an 
GXCIUSiVG story from Rome. The headline 
should read: The Hunt for the Colosseum 
Ghost’!” 


Then I went through the details of what had 
happened. The following day, my grandfather 
William called me. For once, he had something 
“ICG to say! 

“COn^rStUlStiOnS, Grandson!” 
he squeaked. “Well done! Your 
article on the Colosseum ghost 
has helped us sell more copies 
than any other paper in town. 
Sally Ratmousen at The Daily 
Rat is very, very jealous! Hs, 

Sally is my fiercest FiVEl, and 
The Daily Rat is The Rodent's 



inn 










The Colosseum 



Ghost Hoax 


“Good for you, Grandson,” my grandfather 
continued. “Fm proud of you! And Fm sorry I 
scolded you for iTPOV^WinQ to Italy. 

“I understand now that you need to travel to get 

new ideas and to have access to exclusive 

stories. In other words, niqrdy.” 

I could barely believe my ears. Grandfather 














The Colosseum 



Ghost Hoax 


didn’t often admit to being } 

“By the way,” he continued. “I know I don’t tell 
you often enough, but remember that I Uve 

I smiled. 

“Thank you. Grandfather!” I squeaked. “I 

l®Ye ^®U, t®®l” 

I hung up the phone and hugged Benjamin and 
Trappy. 

“I l®Ve y®U B®tll S® PlUchl”! 

told them. “Sometimes we forget to say that to 
the ones closest to us!” 

Benjamin hugged me back. 

“Thanks, Uncle!” he squeaked. “When I grow 
up, I want to be a fearless reporter just like you!” 
Trappy tlinkscl at me. 

“Well, to be honest, I think sometimes Uncle G 
gets S^AI^ED,” she said. “But he is brave. I love 
you, too. Uncle!” 


109 








The Colosseum 



Ghost Hoax 


“Congratulations, Agent OOG,” Ratella said 

quietly. “MISSION ACCOMPLISHED!” 


¥ 


^Tiovf 
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Good-bye, Italy! 



It was time for us to leave Rome and return to 
New Mouse City. As we boarded our flight home, 
I composed this poem: 

Oh, "Rpme, what a fair city, 

Full Of ruins and ancient history' 

Statues, fountains, pizza, 
and more. 

We’ll soon be bacK for 
another tour' 

My home was in New Mouse 
City, but I was sad to leave such a 

special place. 

You’ll never guess who 
came to meet me 
when I got off 
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Good-bye, 



Italy! 


the plane— Cl^EEPELLAl She brought her 
entire family with her in her rURBORAPID 

3000 ! 

She ran up to me and hugged me tightig 
“My little Gerryberry, do you know what day it 
is?” she squeaked sweetly. “It’s the anniversary of 
our first date! You didn’t forget, did you?” 

“Creepella,” I said kindly. “I’m so happy to 
see you! But you do know that we aren’t dating, 
right? We’re just 

















Good-bye, 



Italy! 


“What?” her father, Boris, squeaked. “You’re 
not her boyfriend? Why not? It’s very clear to me 

you two are made for each otherr 

“Even though there won’t be an anniversary ^ 
party tonight, we can still 
something important — OUR FRiEHOSUi?!” 

I replied. “Creepella, you and your family are my 
friends, and I love you all dearly. Please come to 
my house and I’ll make a veru special pizza 
for us to share!” 

“Pizza?!” the von Cacklefur family replied. “We 
love pizza!” 

The friendship party was fabumouse! 

The next day, Benjamin went to school and 
had a on ancient Rome. Thanks to his 

firsthand experience on our trip, he acedl 
the test! He came home waving his paper proudly. 

“I did it. Uncle G!” he squeaked happily. 

tddil! 
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THRii-ViGimilE 


INGREDIENTS: 

' '/i cup sliced zucchini 
Cy= cup sliced eggplant 
' chopped thyme and rosemary 
' 'A cup cherry tomatoes 
1 extra-virgin olive oil 


salt 

I pound pizza dough 
flour 

I cup shredded mozzarella 


DIRECTIONS: 

Preheat the oven to 500°R Grill the zucchini and eggplant for a 
few minutes, then put on a plate and set aside. Sprinkle with thyme 
and rosemary. Cut the cherry tomatoes in halves, then drizzle with 
olive oil and a touch of salt. Line two cookie sheets with parchment 
paper. Divide the dough in half. Roll out each piece into a circle 
on a floured surface, then lay it on the parchment paper. Sprinkle 
the dough with the mozzarella, followed by the grilled vegetables. 
Drizzle with olive oil and sprinkle lightly with salt. Bake for twenty 
minutes. As soon as you remove the pizza from the oven, add the 
tomatoes and serve immediately. 















Good-bye, 


n 


Italy! 



I realized that Principal Strictfur had helped 
me when I had been a student, and I had helped 
Benjamin in the same way. Maybe one day 
Benjamin will help someone else develop a fev/G 
of history, too! 

I thought for a moment about how SQ jlsf ijIflC 
it is to share with those we love, whether it’s a 
special Pi22A or a love of knowledge. The 
warm feeling I get inside from helping others is 
even better than a slice of Mouse 
Island’s finest cheese! 

And now, my dear 
readers. I’m afraid this 
story must come to an 
end . Farewell until the 
next €iCiV©iltlir©! 



mq 



























Now check out this bonus 



Join me in solving a whisker-licking- 
good mystery. Find clues along with me 
as you read. Together, we’ll be 
super-squeaky investigators! 


Ill 























THE CHEESE 
BURGLAR 











A Garbage Can 
FOR Mr. Stilton! 


It was a beautiful Saturday 

in spring. I was dnStiiig the display 



case that held my precious cheese 

collection. You see, I have 

rinds dating from all the way back to the 

sixth century! They are my . - ^ 

r j ^ 

most prized possessions. ^ ^ 





































A Garbage Can 


FOR Mr. Stilton! 



Oh, Vm so sorry, I almost forgot to 
introduce myself. My name is Stilton, 
Geronimo Stilton, and I run The 
Rodent's Gazette, the most iamouge 
newspaper on Mouse Island. 

So, I was dusting my display case 
when the doorbell I opened the 

door to find a yellow gdrbdgs CdN 
with a sign that read: security system. 





























A Garbage Can 


FOR Mr. Stilton! 



HOW STRANGE! I hadn’t ordered a 

security system. 

Before I could squeak a word, the 
garbage can started rolling toward me 
and followed me right inside. 

HOW WEIRP! 

I closed the door and followed the 
garbage can into the living room. It just 

kept going! This was VERY PECULIAR. 
The garbage can started rolling around. 
It knocked over a couple of chairs and 
a china vase. Then it slid toward my 
precious cheese rind display case! 

I sprang a nd tried to 

stop it. As soon as my paw touched the 
lid, a siren hiUTcd. 









A Garbage Can 


FOR Mr. Stilton! 



nozzareiiaj i had 

accidentally set off the alarm! I tried 


desperately to turn it off. 

Suddenly, the garbage 
can spit out a sheet of 
paper. 'To deactivate 
the alarm, insert two 
(or three) bananas!*' 

I finally understood. 
























A Garbage Can 


FOR Mr. Stilton! 



HOT ACAIN.' I shouted. “Get 
your tail out of there right now!” 

The garbage can’s lid lifted up, and a 
snout I knew well peeked out. 

“Hello, my dear Stilion.' How 

did you like my little prank?” 






















The M.I.C.E. 
Convention 


It was my old friend Hercule Poirat, 
the detective! Hercule and I have been 
fiiends since we were just wee 
mouselets. I love him dearly, but I’ve 
always hated his pranks. 

“Why in the name of cheese would 
you DO something like this?” I asked. 

“Well, today you’re going to 
present your cheese rind collection at 
the annual Mouse Island 
Cheese Exhibition. So I thought that 
you might need a security system. The 
infamouse cheese Rind Bandit is 




The M.I.C.E. 


Convention 



supposed to be there!” 

“Rancid rat hairs!” I exclaimed. I 
had forgotten all about M*I«C«E«! 
When I received the invitation, I wasn’t 
sure whether or not I should go. But 
then I learned that Irofesspr Beginald 
Hinilrat, the most famouse cheese rind 
collector of all time, 
would be there. I 
immediately 
decided to 
attend. 

The 

convention’s 
organizers had offered 
each collector an ARMORED CAR 








Convention 


The M.I.C.E 



so we could transport 
our antique rinds 
safely and securely. 
I had agreed, because I, too, had heard 
that the Cheese Rind Bandit was planning 
on making an appearance. 

I looked at my watch: IT 



9:50/ 



- 


“The armored car will be here 
\ in ten minutes,” I exclaimed. 


“I have to hurry!” 

“Do you need help, 
my dear Stilton?” asked 


Hercule. 


*‘No» thank you.” 

“I can hold open your 









The M.I.C.E. 



Convention 


suitcase if you want me to.” 

‘‘No, thank you!” 

“Would you like a banana?” 

thank you!!” 


“Here, let me peel one 
for you.” 

**No, thank 
youuuuuuuu!!!” 




At that moment, the 
doorbell rang. 

“Stilton, the armored 
car is here! Why don’t I 
open the door for you?” 
“Oh, all right, fine! 

open the door!” 

















Two Helpers, 
Plus One More 


Fortunately, it was not the armored car. 
It was my nephew ^NJaHlN and his 
friend BugSy VTUgSy They scurried 
in the front door. 













Two Helpers, 


Plus One More 


“Hi, Cjncie Geronimof” Benjamin 
exclaimed. “Everything ready for the 
convention?” 

“Hi, Benjamin,” I said. I just 
that little mouse. “Yes, I’m almost ready.” 

“Hello, Mr. Poirat!” Bugsy Wugsy 
said. “Are you exhibiting at the 
convention, too?” 

“Not really,” replied Poirat, peeling 
a ()anana “My dear friend Stilton 
needed a helping paw, since he is 
clumpier than a gopher in a garbage 
can. So here lam!” 

“Hmpf!” I muttered under my breath. 
“I’m not that clumsy!” 

At that exact moment, 1 iUmtd on 








Two Helpers, Plus One More 



the banana peel Poirat had dropped on 
the floor. CRuSty cHeeSe rinpS, what 
a tumble! 

“Are you hurt. Uncle G?” Bugsy 
Wugsy asked. 

She moved forward and accidentally 
stepped on my tail. Yee-ouchl 

“Uncle, do you need our Iselp, 








Two Helpers, 



Plus One More 


too?” Benjamin asked sweetly. 

“We’ll help you display your cheese 
s*ii:xd.s!” Bugsy Wugsy offered. 
“Well, I don’t know ...” I began. 
“We’ll keep an eye out for SUSTjClOllS 
rodents!” 

“Well, I don’t know . . .” 

“Don’t damage your little gray cells. 


Stilton,” Poirat said. “Let us help!” 

“Oh, all risht!” I finally agreed. I 


didn’t seem to have a choice! “You can 
all come to the convention with me.” 

Just then, we heard the sound of a car 
horn out on the street. 



r 










Are You Mr. 
Stilton? 


Bugsy Wugsy peeked out the window. 
“There’s a Vflll here, with a driver all 
dressed in black. She’s waiting for 
you. Uncle G.” 

























Mr. Stilton? 



I opened the door. On the stoop stood 
a rodent with dark glasses and curly 
fur. 

“Are you Mr. Stilton?” she asked. 

“Yes, that’s me,” I replied. 

“I’m doing security for AA*I«C«E«,” 
she explained. “I’m here to escort you to 
the exhibition hall.” 

“Oh yes. I’m rCaaV!” I replied 
without thinking. 

“Really?” She looked me over from 
snout to tail. “Because it looks like 
you’re still in your psjdmSS.” 

“Oh yes, er, of course I am,” I 
mumbled nervously. “Just give me 006 

minute, please.” 








Are You 


Mr. Stilton? 


It took me: 

TEN seconds to wash my face. 
TEN seconds to brush my teeth. 
TEN seconds to get dressed. 
FIVE seconds to comb my fur. 

TWENTYseconds to stow the 

cheese rinds in my steel briefcase. 
FIVE seconds to lock the door. 

I was ready 
in exactly 006 

minute! The 

security rodent 
was incredibly 
impressed. 













A Dangerous 
Driver 


I shook the security rodent’s paw. 

“My name is Ashley Dow,” she said. 
“But you can call me Ash. Climb in and 
hold on tight!” 

I scrambled into the van. Ash’s 
powerful psrfUfTie made my snout spin. 
Hercule, Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy 
climbed in, too. The 
van sprang away from 
the curb faster than a 
m©useLr®p sprln0. 

Jumping garbil 

bobias! I was terrified. 








A Dangerous 


Driver 



“Stilton,” Hercule hissed. He was 
as [PElCLd as a slice of 
mozzarella. “Can you ask 
your new friend to slow \ 
down?” 

“Yes, Uncle Geronimo,” 
\ Benjamin agreed. “Fm feeling 
His snout was as 
as moldy cheddar. 

But Bugsy Wugsy seemed fine. “Wow, 
this is like a roller coaster!” she 
exclaimed. “You’re a great 
driver, Ms. Dow!” 

“Thanks!” Ash replied. 

“You’re sweeter than 



sick.” 



cheddar cheesecake.” 











A Dangerous 


Driver 


Ash stopped the car in front of the 
exhibition hall. 

“Here we are, ” she said. 

As we scurried out of the van, I 
noticed something dsNgllNg from the 
wrist of Ash’s uniform. 

















Unlucky Number 
Thirteen 


Ash, Hercule, Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, 
and I scampered into the ENORMOUSE 
exhibition hall. 

























Unlucky Number 



We followed Ash through the 
booths, where collectors from every 
part of Mouse Island were showing off 
their precious cheesB rinds. 
There were rinds from every era, from 
prehistory to the period of the Great 




















































Thirteen 


Cat War, all the way to the Battle of 
Rateloo. 


Ash stopped in front of IBOOTH13 


“Here’s your booth, Mr. Stilton,” she 
said. “I hope you’re not superstitious. 

* Good luck!” * » 


With that, she left with a shake of her 
long blond fur. 

Hercule pulled out a banana and 
started “Move those paws, 

Stilton,” he said. “Booth number 
IHIRTEEN is unlucky! We should try to 
switch with someone.” 

“I don’t believe in bad luck,” I began. 
Actually, I did, but I didn’t want to say 
so in front of Benjamin. 









Unlucky Number 



Before I could continue, I slipped 
on the banana Hercule had just 

dropped on the floor. 

“See, Stilton?” Hercule said as he, 
Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy reached 
down to HELP me get up. “I was right. 
Today seems to be your unlucl^ day!” 































A Unique Rind 


“Are you HURT, Mr. Stilton?” came a 
squeak from behind me. 

I whirled around and immediately 
recognized the rodent standing there. 

“Rttginold RindfOl, Mouse 



Island’s most famouse cheese 
rind collector!” I squeaked. 

“Yes, that’s me,” 
he replied. “And it 
is a great 

to have you as a 
neighbor, Mr. Stilton. 

My booth is right 
here, number fourteen!” 







A Unique 


Rind 



“How nice of you to introduce 
yourself,” Hercule interrupted. “I am 
Hercule Poirat, world-renowned private 
investigator and Geronimo Stilton’s best -j' 
I' ^ friend. I am here to guard his 
1 i cheese rind collection.” ^ ^ 

“I’ve heard a lot about your 
magnificent COH@CTI©N,” replied 













A Unique 


Rind 



Rindrat, shaking my paw. “Please come 
with me. I want to show you something 


truly UNIQUE!” 

Reginald Rindrat led us to a small 
display case. He removed the cloth 
that covered it and switched on a light, 
revealing a cheese rind with a greenish 


“Why, this is the 
last surviving cheese 
rind from the world- 
famouse Samuel Stinktail 
collection, dating back to 

the sixU^nth century!” 

I exclaimed. 



“That is correct, Mr. Stilton!” Rindrat 









A Unique 


Rind 


f 


replied. “You are 
a true cheese 
connoisseur.” 

“I’ve been 
hunting for this 
cheese rind since 
I was just a mouselet,” I 
O0V)feSS6£(. “How did you find it?” 

“That is my little Rindrat 

replied with a chuckle. 

Hercule examined the display case. 
“This glass is so fragile . . . isn’t that a 
little dangerous?” 

“DANGEROUS? Not a chance!” replied 
a squeak from behind us. “Our security 
systems are the safest in the world.” 









A Super Security 
System 


I turned to find myself snout-to-snout 
with an female rodent just as 

Hercule stepped on my paw. 

OUCH, OUCH, OUCHIE/ 

The lovely rodent had long blond 
fur and wore dark glasses. 













A Super Security 


System 


“My name is Flc^^ R^tscn,” she 
said. “Fm the convention’s director.” 

“Nice to meet you,” I squeaked. “My 
name is Geronimo Stil—” 

“Mr. Stilton, of course!” she 
exclaimed. “We’ve been waiting for 
you. You and Professor 
Rindrat are our guests 
of honor. Because your 
antique cheese rinds are so 
valuable, we are providing 
you with our state-of-the-art, SUp0r- 
high-tech security system.” 

She stepped toward Rindrat’s display 
case and attached a special KQWPQB. 
“It’s very easy to use,” she explained. 









A Super Security 


System 


“Just follow these simple steps: 

1 . Pick a five-number combination. 

2 * Memorize the combination. 

3* Press each key once. 

“If you tap the wrong key, the HjlHTPi 
will immediately go off.” 

“What if someone figures out the 
combination?” Benjamin asked. 

“The keypad is programmed _ to 


recognize only your unique / 

I 

\ I 

\ 

\ 





Ms. Ratson explained. “If 
another rodent tries to press 
the same keys, the alarm will go off.” 

/abutn®u«cf” Rindrat 

exclaimed. 









A Super Security 


System 


“Just let me clean the keys and you 
can choose your combination.” Ms. 
Ratson said. “If there are traces of 
other pawprints, the system won’t work 
properly.” 

She the keypad, and then 

asked us to turn around while Professor 
Rindrat chose his five numbers. 

After Rindrat was done, we moved to 
my booth. Ms. Ratson used the «^ray 
and I selected my o0“l>la<lt*0n. 











A Super Security 


System 


When I’d finished, Ms. Ratson said 
good-bye and scurried off. 

and Bugsy Wugsy 
exchanged a SirfliOgB look. 

“What’s up?” I asked them. 

“Would you a keypad like 

that, Uncle G?” Bugsy Wugsy asked. 

“And would you wear 
inside?” Benjamin asked. 

I shrugged. “I don’t know . . . Maybe 
I would if I were like Ms. Ratson. She’s 
as C©©f as iced cheese!” 



Bugsy Wugsy and Benjamin seem 
suspicious of Ms. Batson. Why? 














A Little 
Accident 


“I agree, my dear Stilton!” said Hercule. 
“I think that rodent is a big LlARl” 

“But she’s the Dl[^CTOI^ of the 
convention,” I protested. 

“That may be true, but I’d still like to 
take a little look around this place,” he 

replied before he 

disappeared. 

Meanwhile, 
Benjamin and 

BugSy WugSy 

helped me create 
an 








A Little 



Accident 


display of cheese rinds inside my case. 
Then I carefully entered my combination 



“Now that the rinds are safe, let’s go 
take a look 8i»ound!” I told Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy. 

The show was marvemouse. There 
were dozens of rare 



rinds, including one 
extremely rare 
prehistoric cheese 

foSSiL. 


As we were walking by Professor 
Rindrat’s booth, I stopped to adni'pe 
Stinktail’s rind. 

All of a sudden, a rodent burst out 








A Little 



from behind a display case. 

“yooooo-hooool IVe made an 
interesting discovery!” 

It was tiercule Roirat, of 
course/ 

“Why are you wearing those 
VCLLOW gloves?” I asked my friend. 

“Well, my dear Stilton,” he replied, 
“I spotted the director wearing gloves 
just like these! She secretly pressed 
the keypad and . . . guess what? The 
did not go off! Look.” 

He stretched his paw toward 
Rindrat’s display case. 

'HOOOOOOOOr I cried. I tried 
to stop him, but I stumbled, and my paw 








landed right on the keypad. The alarm 
went off with a deafening screech. 

WHBBB*OOOOa*WHBBB* 

00000*WHBBB*00000! 

Security agents surrounded me 
instantly. And they were all pointing at 
me as if I were a THIEF! 

Flor^ R^tson immediately scurried 
to the scene. “Please, gentlemice, 













A Little 



everything is okay,” she told the agents. 

“It was an accident.” 

Then she turned to me. “See, Mr. 
Stilton? No chance of theft! 

Let me clean the keypad.” 

As she sprayed the keys 
again, I noticed she was 
indeed wearing black 

€L€VCS 

“Uncle G, did you 
see that?” Bugsy Wugsy 
asked. 














Sticky Paws 


Before I could reply, ftohsSOt 
scampered toward me. “Mr. Stilton, I am 
very sorry about what just happened.” 

“Oh, tliank.)rau!” I replied. “I thought 
you would suspect me, too.” 

“Never!” he declared. “Not a 

gentlemouse like you! As a matter 

of fact, why don’t we get a bite together?” 

“What a nice idea!” I replied. Then I 
decided to really impress the professor. 
“I accept, but if it’s on me.” 

“That’s very IzIlAol of you,” Professor 
Rindrat said. 












Sticky 


Paws 




At that moment, Hercule’s 
snout ®u+ 

from behind a column. 

“f00(37 ril join you!” 

Right outside the 
exhibition hall there was 
a little restaurant with a 
strange name: THE biG 

SPENDER bistro. 

We were about to sit down when 
Rindrat excused himself. 

“I must go wash my PAW/ • he 
said. “They feel 5ncKY.’ 

“Me too,” I replied, following him. 

When we returned to the table, 
Poirat was already ordering. 






















Sticky 


Paws 


Yes, rd like to start with L* 




appetizer of mixed bananas. 


servings of banana fondue, three 
banana omelets, slices of 

banana bread, and pieces of 



banana pie.” 

“Your friend has an exceptionally 
large appetiite!” Professor Rindrat 
observed. 

Bugsy Wusgy and Benjamin laughed. 

Meanwhile, I was SUreettlST than 
a slimy slice of Swiss. I had taken a 
look at the prices on the menu. Now I 
knew why this place was called BiG 


SPEfJDbfJ BISTRO: to eat here, you had 

















Sticky 


Paws 



to be a l3i^ 

When the bill came, the meal cost 
more than my most jr^cmus 
antique cheese rind! But everybody 
seemed satisfied and full, and that made 

me Happy. 

We headed back to the hall so we 
wouldn’t miss the opening speech of the 













Sticky 


Paws 



M.I.C.E • convention. 

As we scampered along, I overheard 
a conversation between two passing 
rodents. “My right paw feels SnCKT 
“Mine, too!” came the reply. 

Hmm, that was interesting .. . 
Benjamin noticed my thiQuglrt^ul 
expression. “I think I know what’s 
making everyone’s paws sticky. Uncle 
Geronimo.” 



What have all the M.I.C.F. 
attendees touched with their 
right paws? 
















Is It She, or 
Not She? 


Bugsy Wugsy, Benjamin, and I joined 
the rest of the rodents in the exhibition 
hall. 

As for Hercule, he had 
again. 













































Is It She, or 



Not She? 


All the major scholars of 

Comparative ffindology sat at a 

long table at the front of the hall. 

I recognized Professor Ratoloff, 
author of the influential 
book Rindology: Cheese / 

Rinds from Prehistory / 

to the Present, \ 

and also Professor Scrimprat, 
whose manual Rindonomics: 1,001 
Fun Ways to Preserve Your 
Cheese Rind Collection was 


/ 


one of my favorite books on 



collecting. 


/ scurried up to the 


At last, Ms. Ratson 









Is It She, or 



Not She? 


MICROPHONE. “Hello, cheese lovers! 
It is with great pleasure that we kick off 
our annual convention ...” 

Hercule had Sl(|p(i6£( into the seat 
behind me. “No! It can’t be the same 
rodent!” he whispered. 

“Shhhl” I said. “I can’t hear a 
word she’s squeaking!” 

“But this rodent doesn’t resemble 
her...” he continued. 



















Is It She, or 



Not She? 


“Take my binoculars, Stilton!” 
Hercule insisted. “Does it look like her?” 

“Like who?” I asked. “What are you 
^cfueakin^ about?” 

“Actually, Uncle, I think Mr. Poirat is 
mcHT, Benjamin whispered. “That 
mouse isn’t the same rodent 
we met this morning!” 




How is this Flora Ratson 
different? 











Clapping and 
Napping 


But if the rodent squeaking was the real 
Flora Ratson, then who had we met 
earlier? ^ 

I turned around to tell Poirat he was 
right, but he had disappeared again! 

Meanwhile, the director was finishing 
up her speech. 

There was a round of dPPldUSC. 

C'aplclapl ClapT 

“And a hearty thank-you to our 
security guards,” Ms. Ratson continued. 




Clapping and Napping 


gesturing to the agents lined up next to 
her on the stage. 

There was a second round of 

amause. 

C\aptc\ap^- 

I noticed Ash Dow was among the 
agents onstage. 

“And a final thank-you goes to the 



























Clapping and Napping 


ASH DOW COMPANY for donating all 
our security systems!” 

There was a third round of 

appiaLSC! 

C\aplc\ap^- 

“And now, I turn the floor over to 
Professor Harry Snoozemouse, twelfth- 
century Cheddar rind expert.” 

There was absolutely no 

appiausei 

Within two minutes, 
every mouse was sound 
asleep, including me. 

All of a sudden, 

Hercule P0K40 me. 

“Wake up, Stilton!” 











he squeaked. “Something is about to 

happen, I can tell. JUST LOOK AT 

THE STAGE! 


I looked at the stage. Poirat was 
right! In fact, something had already 
happened. 











































Stilton Is 
A Thief! 


I had to admit Poirat’s suspicions 
were right on the snout. Ash Dow was 
sneaking away! 

Poirat quickly 

I jumped up to Poirat. 

Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy jumped 
up to follow me. 

Professor Rindrat noticed we were 
on the move. He jumped up 
Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy. 

A moment later, Poirat lost Ash 
Dow . . . and we lost him! 











T T T n 


Routes: 



Geronimo 
Hercule Poirat 
Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
Professor Rindrat 
Ashley Dow 




























































































































Stilton Is 



A Thief! 


Somehow I found myself at booth 
fourteen — Professor Rindrat’s 
booth. 

All it took was a quick GLANCEi 
around to realize what had happened. 
The display case containing Samuel 
Stinktail’s rind was.. . 



Poirat scurried toward me. 

“Stop, you cheddar-faced THIEF!” 
he yelled. Then he realized it was me. 
“Stilton? Don’t tell me you’ve taken up 



At that moment. Professor Rindrat 
appeared behind him. When he saw 









Stilton Is 




me next to the empty display case, he 
started SHOUTINO, too. 

“So it was no accident that you set 
off my alarm this morning!” Professor 
Rindrat squeaked. “You stole my 

rind! You are a thief, 

Stilton!” 










Caught in 
A Trap 


Security agents and nosy rind collectors 
($0ffbunfl6Q)me instantly. 

Flora Ratson started to D®IF®0000^BF® 
me. “Mr. Stilton, confess! Where did 
you hid® Mr. Rindrat’s precious rind? 
And how did you avoid setting off the 










Caught in 



A Trap 



“I was following my friend Hercule 
Poirat, who was following the real 


THIEF.” 


Hercule stroked his whiskers 
thoughtfully. “Perhaps the real thief 



is playing ainy tricks on us. He’s 
making Geronimo look GUILTY so we 


don’t suspect him ... or her!” 

The other collectors scurried back to 



rinds. They had all disappeared! 

Only booth thirteen (mine!) 
had not been robbed .. . How weird! 
“It’s Stilton!” someone shouted. 

“He’s the THIEF !” 









Caught in 



A Trap 



“Give us back our rinds, you 



“That’s enough,” Ms. Ratson 
snapped. “It’s time to call the police!” 

Crusty cheese rinds! i was 

being falsely accused! And I had no way 
to prove my innocence. I was trapped 
like a rat in a maze. I was going to 
.imSi. for sure! 



^ HI 

























Black Gloves 
AND Sunglasses 


All of a sudden, I recognized a familiar 
squeak. 

STOP, EVeWBODY! It’s not what 
you think.” 

“ThQt’S right!” another little squeak 
exclaimed. “Uncle G is not a thief!” 


V\ave pr-oof/ 








Black Gloves 


^AND Sunglasses 


“Benjamin! Bugsy Wugsy!” I cried, 
hugging them. “Where have you been?” 

“We the thief. Uncle 

Geronimo!” Benjamin explained. 

“Wait a minute, who are these 
mouselets?” Flora Ratson interrupted. 

“My nephew and his friend,” I said 
proudly. “And I’m sure they’ll prove my 
iHHOCeHCe.” 

“Let’s hear it, then,” Ms. Ratson 
replied. “This better be good, or you’re 

in hot fondue, Sdltonl” 

Benjamin started to explain. “This 
morning, a female rodent introduced 
herself to us with a bogus name. 
She said she was Flora Ratson. She 








Black Gloves 


AND Sunglasses 


gave us a security 
system for Uncle 
Geronimo’s display case, 
and she told us how to 
set the alarm.” 




“What?” Flora Ratson 
objected. “I did no such 

thing!” 

Bugsy Wugsy continued. 
“Right away, Benjamin 
and I wondered why 
she used s?»ray 
on the system’s 
keypad, and why 
she wore dark 


T'he bog'*® ^ 
gave us a . • 
systert* • 


and she ^9' 


^ooiething o" 


tVx® 









Black Gloves 


^AND Sunglasses 


even inside the convention hall.” 

“I wondered about that, too,” one of 
the collectors exclaimed. 

“During the chase, the thief dropped 
her Benjamin exclaimed. 

“Here, Ms. Ratson — try them on, and 
then look at the keypad.” 

“Holey cheese!” Flora Ratson 
squeaked. “With these on, I can tell 











Black Gloves 


AND Sunglasses 


which QQQQ QQQQ Professor 
Rindrat has pressed!” 

Bugsy Wugsy nodded, “And you 
can tell the order, tool The first one is 
the d3l*lfCS^, and then they get 
liahter as you get closer to the end 
of the combination!” 

“So the spray was used to record the 
pawprintS, not erase them!” a collector 
with brown fur said. 

“That’s why my paw was StlCKV! 
an elegant rodent added. 

“But that imposter said the , 
keypad would rc©©r®l our i 
unique pawprints,” another 
collector said. 









Black Gloves 


^AND Sunglasses 


“That’s just one of many 
LIES she told,” Benjamin 
replied. “Once a combination 
had been chosen, she used 

BLACK CLOVCS to 

avoid leaving 
her own pawprints. \ 

they are!” 




“See, what did I tell you, Stilton?” 
Hercule interrupted. He showed me his 


VCLLOU) CLOVCS. “I had already 



figured out that 
part of her trick!” 









The Hunt for 
A Thief 


As more and more facts were 
uncovered, I felt myself relax like 
mozzarella ftCLTmu in the sun. 
Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy had saved 
my fur, bi^ time! 

“It looks like we owe you an 

apolog^y, 

Mr. Stilton,” Flora 
Ratson said. “We 
suspected you 
unfairly.” 

ff Oslliiiisllfiedl. 

“Oh, please, it’s 













The Hunt for 


A Thief 


!jQ®TJ[iil[]SDC&,” I mumbled. 


“Now I understand why the ASH 

DOW COMPANY provided us 

with their security systems for FRS: 
Ms. Ratson went on. “It was all a trick!” 

Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, and I 
looked at one another. The name of the 
company reminded us of something . . . 
but what? 



Yay! ” someone shouted. “We’ve 


solved the mystery!” 


“There’s absolutely 
nothing to cheer about,” 

Professor Bindrat 

objected. “The thief 

has disappeared with 










The Hunt for 


A Thief 



all our cheese rinds! “My 

priceless Stinktail rind is 
lost forever!” 

“blistering bananas!” 

Poirat exclaimed. “I can’t 
believe what Pm hearing. 

Okay, scrape the cheese out of your ears, 
because Tm only going to say this once! 
The crook cannot have escaped! 

“How can you be so sure about 
that?” the professor asked him. 

“Because my name is Hercule Poirat 
and I am a great 
isn’t that right, my dear Stilton?” 

Before I could reply, he went on. 
“While I was pretending to\?i3^^^®E3 









The Hunt for 


A Thief 


Ash Dow, I LOCKED 
this place up tighter 
than Ratlay’s Bank. 
Our sly thief cannot 
have gone far!” 

“By cheese, I think 
I’ve got it. Uncle Geronimo!” 
Benjamin exclaimed suddenly. “ASH 
DOW is an anagram for ...” 



tS!S^ 

Rear 

/ Ash Di 


Rearrange the letters in 
Ash Dow. What do you get? 












The Shadow! 


But of course! ASH DOW was an 
anagram for Sll3dOW! 

The Shadow is an elusive thief who 
has made my snout spin on many other 
occasions! 

And squeaking of my snout, at that 
moment something landed right on it! 



Busgy Wugsy picked it up. It 
^ »-iack ^UTTon with 



a white 2BBQ in the 


cried. “Up there!” 


middle. 


“Look!” Benjamin 








The 



Shadow! 


We all looked up. A blend rodent 


was climbing the rafters of the exhibition 
hall. And there was a big open window 
in the building’s ceiling. 

“S/>e‘s Ms. 

Ratson shouted. 

The Shadow and kept on 

climbing. We could hear the sound of a 
Ji6llC0|)t€r outside. 



squeak. 


Then we heard Poirat’s 


''Don’t mess wltb Hercule 






\ He pulled 


\ 


I 

/ out a yellow 



/ 


and a dozen bananas 








The 


Shadow! 


“WATCH OUT. you sneaky thief!” 

He aimed his slingshot. 

The Shadow was just about to grab a 
]PE and jump onto the helicopter when 


























The 


Shadow! 



she slipped on a 

banana The 

bag she was carrying 
slid from her paws. 

“Be careful, Ms. 
Shadow!” I shouted 

nervously. Even 

though she was a 
thief, I didn’t want 
her to fall and break 
a paw. 

But the Shadow 
had already grabbed 
the rope and was 
swinging onboard 
the chopper. 








































The 


Shadow! 


“Burv^erf fcaviavja keaif)” Pohat 

exclaimed, grabbing the bag as it fell 
toward us. He ripped it 
open. All the stolen 
irincJs were inside! 

By now the Shadow 
was safely on the 
helicopter. She wrinkled her snout at us 
and then blew me a kiss. 













The Second Rind 

The Shadow had 6SC8p6(| , but at 
least we all got our cheese rinds back. 

I itivitecC everyone over to 
celebrate. 

The only rodent who couldn’t make it 
was Hercule. 

He said he had an 























The Second 



appointment he simply could not miss. 

After dessert, Professor Rindrat 
gave me a little WOODEN 
BOX. “Please accept this 
small gift as an apology. 

I shouldn’t have accused 
you, Mr. Stilton.” 

I couldn’t believe my 
EYESi “But this is ... is ...” I 
stuttered. 






















Rind 


The Second 



“One of Samuel Stinktail’s cheese 
rinds,” Rindrat finished. “I never told 
anybody there were two. I wanted 
to be the only rodent to own his rinds, 
but now I know there’s another mouse 
WORTHY of collecting them!” 

My whiskers were sil3.king with 
emotion. “How can I ever thank you?!” 

Professor Rindrat smiled. “By putting 
that precious rind in a SSlIF© place!” 

I nodded and scurried over to my 
display case. Then I turned [PlDUCI® 
than a slice of mozzarella. “My cheese 
rinds have been STOLEN !” I cried. 

At that moment, a yellow ^arba^e 
can rolled into the room. 








The Second 


Rind 



"To get your rinds back, 
insert two bananas" a sign 
on the can read. “Er, better 
make it three!” 

“Hercule Poirat!” I 
exclaimed. “You get out of there this 
minute!” 

The lid lifted up, and Hercule’s 
smirking snout appeared. 

“Oh, hello, my dear Stilton! Did you 
like my little prank?” 

I couldn’t help laughii^’f . 
Hercule is a terrible prankster, 
but he’s also a really dood 
friend! 





























What dfd Geronimo notice? 

There is a button dangling from the wrist of Ash's shirt. 

Buqsy Wu^sy and Beryamin seem suspicious of Ms. 
Ratson. Why? 

Flora is wearing her sunglasses for no reason, and she 
sprayed the keypad without drying the keys. 

What did Bugsy Wugsy see? 

There is a button dangling from the wrist of Flora 
Ratson's shirt! 

What have all the M.I.C.E. attendees touched with their 
right paws? 

The security system keypad that Flora Ratson sprayed 
with her special can. 

How is this Flora Ratson different? 

The collar of this Flora's shirt is round and pale blue, 
while the collar of the other Flora's shirt is white and 
pointy. 

What happened onstage? 

Ash Dow is sneaking away. 

Rearrange the letters in Ash Dow. What do you get? 

Shadow! 













Farewell until the next 
mystery! 


e/r<ymmw- 


(Mi/a 




ALL 7 COAAFCT: You are a 
SUPFA-SQUFAKYINVFSTIGATOR! 


»<Ued s,„e»» Wat 


IFSS THAN 3 tomCT: You are 
a GOOD INVESTIGATOR! Keep 
practicing to get super-squeaky! 


HOW MANY QUESTIONS DID YOU ANSWED 
CORDECTLY? 








cei^oNiMcrs 

• JOK€S 
























a HfhatdoyoH 
call a smart 
group of trees? 

A A brainforest. 


0 Wfhy did the cookie 
go to the hospitai? 

A Cause he was feeling crumby. 



0 Why is it so 
windy inside 
a basebali 
stadium? 

A All those fans. 


0 How do you 
catch a 
whole school 
of fish? 

A With bookworms. 







Q what did one ocean say to 
the other? 

A Nothing. It just waved. ^ 



Q What did one firefly 
say to the other? 

A You glow, girl! 



Q 


A 


What time 
should you 

J o to the 
entist? 

Tooth hurty. 


« What did the 


scarf? 


A You hang around, and 


I'll go ahead. 



0 Hfliat do you call 
an old snowman? 

{A Water! 


0 Whai did the judfo say 
when the skunk walked 
into the eouriroom? 


A Odor in the court! 


Q What is 
—harder io 
catch the 
faster you 
run? 

i A Your breath! 




¥fhat dees a baby 
cemnuter call his 
father? 

Data! 







o^llfhat’s the best 
tMii§ to pvt into 
a maff in? 


on your 


Your teeth! 


^ What kind 


of-fiowor _ 


Stairs. 


Tulips! 


A 


A 


0 What makes pirates such 
|ood singers? 

A They can hit the high Csl 


Q What goes up 
and down but 
does not move? 


A 




























The Hunt for the 
Colosseum Ghost 


Geronimo and Benjamin are in 
Rome exploring the Colosseum. 
During their visit, they find out 
it's being haunted! Can they rid 
the Colosseum of its ghost? 


EXTRA! EXTRA! Read an entire 
bonus Geronimo Stilton story after 
the main adventure: 

The Cheese Burglar 

Can Geronimo find out who's 
framing him and catch the thief? 




PLUS fun and cheesy jokes! 














